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The Tragedieef 

Butfoi thy woild enioying but this land. 

Is it not more than frame to frame it (o ? 

Landlord of England art thou now not, not Kin?, 

Thy ftatc of law is bondflauc to the law 
And thou. 

King. A lunatick lerne-wittedfoole. 

Prefuming on an agues priuiledge, 

Dareft withthy frozen admonition 
Make pale our checke, dialing the royal bloud 
With furic from his natiuc refidence. 

Now by my feates right royal maieftie 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards lonoe, 

This tongue that runnes lo roundly in thy head, 

Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent, froulder*. 

Gaunt Oh fparc me not my brother Edwards fonne, 
For thatl was his fattier Edwards fonne* 

That bloud already like the Pellican, 

Hall thou tapt and drunkcnly carowft* 

My brother GIocefter,plaine well meaning fouls 
Whom faire befal inheaiicn mongft happy foules. 

May be a prefident and vvitnes good : 

That thou refpedlt notfpilling Edwards blouds 
Ioine with the prefent fickncs that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age , 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 

Liue in thy frame* butdienotfhame with thee, 

Thefe words' hereafer thy tormentors be, 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue that loue and honour haue. 

£. d 

King And letthem die that age and fullenshauc 
For both haft thou, and both become thee graue. 

Torke I doc befeech your Maicfty, impute his words 
T o waiward licklines and age in him. 

He loues you on my life, and holdes you deerc 
As Hariy Duke of Hereford were he here* ' 

King Right, you fay true, as Hereford^ lotie»fo hits 
As theirs, lo miuc^ua be as it is, 
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King Richard the fecond. ' 

' North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your Ms- 
King Whatfayeshe? (icftic 

North. Nay nothing,al is faid: 

His tongue is now a ftringleflc inftrument, 

Words, life ,and al, old Lancafter ha r h fpent. 

Torke Be Yorke the next that mull be bankrout 
Though death be poorc, it ends a mortal wo. 

King The rtpeftfruit firft: fals,and fo doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage liiuft be; 

So much for that. Now for our Infli wars: 

We muft fupplant tliofc rough rughcaded kerne. 

Which liuelike venomc, where no venome elfe. 

But onely they haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires do afkc fome charge. 

Towards our afliftancc wedoefeazetovs. 

The plate. coyne, reuenewes, and mou?abler 
Whereof our Vncklc Gaunt did ftandpoflcft. 

Torke How long frail I be patient? ah how long 
’■tShal tender duetie make me fuffer wrong? 

Not Glocefters death, nor Hercfords bamfrment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor England* priuatc wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke, 

About his mariage, nor my ownedi (grace, 

Haue cuer made me fower my patient checke. 

Or bende one wrinckle on my foueraignes facer 
lam the laft of the noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In warrewas ncuerLyoaragdc more fierce. 

In peace was ncucr gentle lambe more milde 

I hen was that yongand princely Gentleman;; 

JHis face thou haft, for eucn fo lookt he» 

Accompliftt with a num&cr of thv houres* 

But when he frowncd,it was againft the french. 

And not againft his friends : his noble hand 
Ord w,n what he did, W?,and fpentnotthat 

Which his triumphant father, hand had wonne? • 1 

Hr hands wcr e gulltlc efnokinrcdb]oll{Jj 

utbloudy with the enemies of his kinne. 
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